
eatcit, 

'Prince Thats to make him cate twenty of his words, but do 
you vfeme, thusNed? mud I marrie your lifter? 

Poynes God fend the wench no worfe fortune, hut I neuer 
laid lo, 

' Prince Wei, thus we play the fooles with the time, and the 
fpirits of the wife fit in the clowdes and mocke vs, is your ina. 
(ter here in London? 

Hard. Yea my Lord, 

'Prince Where lups he? doth the old boare feede in the old 
Fra nke? 

'Bard. At the old place, my lord, in Eaftchcape, 

Prince V Vhat companie? 

Boy Ephefians, my lord, of the old church. 

Prince Sup any women with him? 

Boy None my lord,but old miftris Quickly,and miftris Dol 
Tere-lheet. 

Prince V Vhat Pagan may that be? 

'Boy A proper gentlewoman fir , and a kinfwomanofmy 
matters. 

Prince Eucnfuch kinne as the pari fit Heicfors are to the 
townc bull, lhall we fteale vpon them Ned at flipper? 

Poynes I am your thadow my Lord,ile follow you. 

Prince Sirra,youboy and Bardolfe, no worde toyourma- 
fter that I am yet come to towncjthcrcs for your filence. 

Bar . 1 haue no tongue fir, 

'Boy A nd for mine lir,I will gouerne it. 

Prince Fare you well : go, this Doll T ere- fheetc ftiould he 
fom erode, 

Toyns ] warrant you, as common as the way between S, Al- 
bons and London, 

'Prince How might we lee Falftaffc beftow himfclf to night 
in his true colours, and not our felues be feenc? 

Poynes Put on two letheme ierkins and apron s , and waite 
vpon him at his table as drawers. 

Prince From a god to a bul,a heauy defcenfion,it was Touts 
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cafe from apince to a prentife , alow transformation, that flial 
' be mine , for in enerv tiling the purpofemuft weigh with the 
follv follow me Ned, exeunt. 

£„tlr Northumberland hie wife, and the wife to Harry P erde. 

* North, I pray thee louing wife and gentle daughter, 

Giue euen way vnto my rough affaires. 

Put not you on the vifage of the times. 

And be like them to Percy foublefome, 
mfe lhauegiuenouer, I willfpeakeno more, 

Do what you wil, your wifedomebc your guide. 

North,' Alas fweete wife, my honor is at pawne, 

And but my going, nothing can redeeme it. 

Kate O yet for Gods fake, go not to thefe wars, 

The time was father, that you broke your word. 

When you were more endeere to it then now. 

When youro wne Percie.when my hearts decre Harry, 

Threw many a Northward looke.to fee his father 
Bring vp his powers, but he did long in vaine. 

Who then perfwaded you to ftay at home? 

There were two honors loft,youvs,and your fonnes. 

For yours, the God of lieauen brighten it. 

For his, it ftucke vpon him as the (unne 
In the grey vault ofheauen,and by his light 
Did all the Cheuahy of England mouc 
To do braue afts.he was indeede the glaffc 
Wherein the noble youth did drefle themfclues- 
North. Beflucw your heart, 

Faire daughter ,you do draw my fpi rites from me. 

With new lamenting ancien t ouerfights. 

But I muft go and meete with danger there. 

Or it will feeke me in an other place, 

And find me woife prouided. 

Wife O flic to Scotland, 

Till that the nobles and the armed commons, 

Haue of their puiflance made a little taftc. 

Kate If thev get ground and vantage of the King, 

Di Then 


